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Instead of angweriag he burst into a fit of laughter—toud, conrse, hard lamghter, %o utterly unhke any sound I had evar yet heand issue from his lis,
8 strangely and shockingly foreign to his chrracter ns J understond it, that §stood still on the sands, and apenly reuionstrated with him
: (Sew page 308, vol. 1) )

of & man. His smile is raro and. sweel; hia
manner, parfectly qulet and retiring, bas yet a
&tent porsuasivouess tn i, which Is {to woman)
irresistibly winning. He justs halts a little in
his walk, from the effect of an injury received
in paat years, whon he was a roldier serving In
['ufia, and ho oarries s thick bamboo cane,
with o curious crutch handle. (an old favourite)
lo help himself nlong whoenever lie gots on his
feet, indoors or out.. With this one little draw-
back (If {t {s & drawback), there I8 nothing in-
frm or old 0~ nwkward about him ; his slight
Ump when he waiks haa (perhays to my partial
oyes) & cortnin quatnt grace of itsawn, which s
Pleasanter Lo sce than the unrestrained activity
of other men,  And Inal, and best of all, I love
him! 1tove him! 1 love bim! And there Is
At end of my portrait of my huaband on our
wedding day. ’

The glass has told me ‘all I want to know,
“.0 feave the vestry at lnst. . :

The sky, cloudy since the moralng, bas dark.
fned while we have been 1n the chureh, and
the raln 1s beginuing 10 fall heavily. The idlers
OUtylde stare at us grim!y under thelr umbrallas
W we pass through thelr ranks, and hasten into
oUr carringe. No cheoring; no sunshine; no
flowers strown tn our path ; nogrand breakfust ;
GO geninl xpecches, nn bridesmatds; no futher's
or mother’s blessing. A dreary wedding—thore
% 00 denying lt—and (I, Aunt Starkweather Is
right' ‘& bad beginning aa well) .

A coupd hus beon reserved for us at the rafl-
Wway station. - The attentive porter, on the look.
Oul for his foe, putls down the hitnds aver the
side windows of the earriage, and shuts out all
prying oyos in that way. . After what fecms to
bo an Interminable delny the train starts, My

_husband winda his arm. round me. -« At last 1"

Bo whispers, wilh love in his oyes that no words

can utter, and presses tne to him gently. My
arm sateals round his neck
his eyes. Our 1ips meet in the Arst long Huger-
ing kiss of our married life.

Oh, what recollections of that journey rise in
me as I write!
ap my paper for the day.

CHAPTER II.
THE BRIDE'S THOUGHTS.

We had been travelling for a little more than
an hour, when a change passed {nsensihly over
us both, . .

8111 sltting close together, with my hand in
his, with my head on his shoulder, llitle by
lttle we fell inkensibly into silence. Had we
already exbausted the narrow yet eloquent
vocabulary of love ?  Or had we determined by
unexpressed consent, Afler enjoying the luxury
of prrslon that speaka, to try the deeper and
finer rupture passion that thinks? [ can hardly
determine; 1 only know that a time cAame
when under some grirauge influence our lips
ware closed towards each other, We travelled
along, each of us absorbed. 1n our Hwn reverie,
Was he thinking exclusively. of me-~as [ was
thinking exclustvely of him?.  RBefore the jour-

noy's and I hind my doubts, at a littie latertime !
I knew for cerinin, that his thoughts, wander.

Ing far. away from his young wife, were atl
turned inward on his owua unhappy self. :

For me, the secret pleasure of filling my minc
whilo § folt himy by . my stde, was A luxury in
itxolf, : : O S :

1 plotured in. my thoughta: our Arst meeting
In the neighbourbosd of my uncle’s house,

Our :famous  north.country = trout-stream’
wound ita finshing and foaming  way through

Lot me dry my eyes, and shut :
; standing on the bank, invisible to the fisherman

¢

i & ravine in the rocky moorland. {t was a’
my eyos adswer |

windy, shadowy, svening. A heavily clouded
sunset lay low and red in the west. A solltary
augler stood casting his fly, at & turn in the
stream, where the backwater lay still and deep
under an overhanging bank. . A girl (mysell

beneath, waited eagerly to see ths trout rise.
The moment eame; the dsh took the dy.
Sometimes on the little levsl strip of sand at
the feet of the bank; sometimes (when the
stresm turned again) in the shallower water
rushing over its rocky. bed, the angler fol-
lowed the captured trout, now letting the line
run out, and now winding it in again, in the
diffioult and delloate process of “playing’ the
fish, Along the bank I followed, to watceh the
coutest of sk{ll and cunning between the man

and the trout. . I bhad itved loug enough with |
my Uncle Starkweather to cateh some of his |

enthusiasm for field sports, amd t0 learn somo.
thing, especially, of the angler's art, . Still {ol-
lowing the stranger, with 1y eyves intently
fixed on overy movement of his rod and line,
and with not so much as a chance fragment of
my attention o spare for the rough path slong
which I was watking, I ktepped by chance on
the loose overhanging earth at the edge of the
bank, aond fell into the siream In an instant,
The distauce was trifiing; the water was
shallow ; the bed of the river wax (fortunately
for .me) of kand. Beyond the fright wnd the
wettlng I had nothing to comiplain of, Inafew
moments. I was out of the water and up again,
vory much ashamed of myself, on the firm
graund.. Short as- the interval wrs, (t proved
fong enough to favour the esonpo of Lhe fish,
The angler had heand my first instinctive cry
of alarm, had turned, and had thrown aside his

rod to help me. We confronted ench other for

| be firal time, I on the bank and he in.the

shallow  water -below,  Our eyes encountered,

; and 1 verlly helleve our hearts encountered at
; the same momeant.

This I know for certaiu,
| we forgot our breeding as lady and gentleman ;
+ We looked at each other {a burbarous sitence,

1 was the first to recover myself,. Whut dig
1 say to him ?- : EERREE

1 sald something about my not being hwurt,
and then something more, urging him 1o eonme
ga;:k, and try if he might not yet recover the

sh.

He went buck unwillingly. Hae returned o
me-—of course, withoutthe fish. Kpowing how
bitterly disappointed my uncle world have
been in bis place, I apologised very earnestly.
In my eagerness to make atonement I even
offered to show him a .8pot where he might try
agaln, lower down the sleam.

He would not hear of ft; he entreated me to
gohome and change my wet dress. I cared no-
tbing for the wetting, but I obeyed him without
knowing why. .

He walked with me. My way back to the
vicarage waa his way back to the inn. He had
come {0 our parts,-he told me, for the quiet and
retirement As much as for the fIshing. He had
noticed me once or twice from the window of
bis room ab the inn. He asked if I was not the
vicar's daughter,

1 set him right. I told him thag the vienr
had married my mother's sister, and that the
two had been father and mother 1o me since
the death of my parents. He asked If he might
venture to cull on Doctor Starkwenther the
next day: mentioning the name of a friend of hig
with whom he belleved the viear to be acquaint.
ed. I fnvited him to visit us, as If it had beenmy
house; I was apell-bound, under his eyes and
under his voice. I had fancied, onestly fancied
myself o have been 1u love, oftan and of(er;
before this time. Never, In no other man’s
company, had t felt as [ now fely tn the pre-
sence of this man. Night seemed to fall sund.
denly over the evening landscape when he left
me. I leaned against the Vicarage gate, Iconld
not breathe, I could not think; my heart ﬂutj
tered as if {t would iy out of my bosom—and
all this for a stranger ! I burnt with shame :
but obh, in spite of it all, I was so happy !

And now, when the lttle more than g few
weeks had passed since that first meeling, L
bad bim by twy side; he was mine for life! I
lifted my head from his bosom 10 look at him,
I was like a cbild with & vew toy—I wanied o
make sure that he was really my own,

He never noticed the actiou: he never moved
in his corner of the carriage, Waus he deep In
?&ls ?wn thoughts * and were they thoughts of

e?

1 lald down my head again softly, 50 as not
; to disturb bim. My thoughts wandered back.
i ward once more, and showed me another pic-
i ture 10 the golden gallery of the past.

The garden at the Vicarage forred the new
i scene. The time was night. ‘We had et
together in secret, We were walking slowly 10
and fro, out of sight of the bhouse; now iy the
shadowy paths of the sbrubbery, now in tue
tovely moounlight onthe open lawn,

We had long since owned our love, and de.
voted our lives to each other. Already our
interests were oue; already we shared the
pleasures and the pains of life. I had gone ou:
to meet him that night witb a heavy heart, 1o
seek comfort fu Lis presence, und to find en.
couragement in his volce. He voticed that I
sighed when he first took me io his arms, an.}
he gently turned my head towards the monn.
light, to read my trouble in wy faRce. How ofien
he had read my happiness there in the earller
days of our love ! :

“You bring bad news, my angel,” he said,
Iifting my bair tenderly from my forehead as
he spoke. ¢ see the linex here which tell me
of anxiety and distress. I almosi wish I loved
you less dearly, Valeria.”

“ Why an

1 might give rou back your freedom. [ bave
ounly to leave this place, and your unele would
be satisfied, and you would be relieved from all
the cares that are pressing on yon now."

s Don't speak of it, Eustace ! If you wan! me

o forget my CArers say you love me more dearly .
» than ever.”
! He eafd it ln a kiss, We haa'a moment of
exquisite forgetfulness of the hard ways of {fe—
a moment of delielous absorption in each othgr.
1 came back to realities, fortifled and composed,
rewarded fur ail that [ had goune through, reads
to go through it all over again for another kiss.
Only give a woman love, and there is nothing
she will not venture, suffer, and do.

*Have they been ralsing fresh ohjeclions to
our marriage " he asked, as we slowly walked
on again,

# Noi they have done with objecting. They
have remembered at last that I am of age, and
that I eon choosge for myseif. They have been
pleading with - me, Eustace, togive yonup. My
wunt, whom | thonght rather a hard woman,
bas been erying —for the first time In wy expe-
rience ol her. My uncle, always klod and good
to me, has heen kinder and better than ever,
He haz tnld me that il persist' in becoming
your wife [ shall not be deserted on - my welding
day. - Wherever we may marry he wifl be thera
t to Tead the service, and my aunt will go to the
church with me. RBul he entraats. me ta con-
stder sertously what 1 am: dalng—to consent tn
a separation from you  for & time—-aer goasuit
other people on my position towards vou, if [
rm uat satisged with his opinton. b, mv dar-
Hog, they are as anxions to partus, as it you
were the worst, Instead of the best'ot men?®

1« Hag anything  happerned sitca yvextoniay (o
increase their distrust of me? ' he riked
P Yes.” ‘

“What ts.ite” L S

¢ You remember Treferring my uncie to s
frieud of yours and of his ?* :

s Yes, To Major Fitz-David.”

« My uncle has written o Major Fitz.David,”




